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THE 


ELIZA  COOK  SONGSTER, 

A  Collection  of  esteemed  favourite  Songs. 


PEACE  AND  KNOWLEDGE. 

The  last  Sang  written  by  ELIZA  COOK,  and  nng  at  the  apening  a/tha 
Mechanics  Institute,  Sheffield. 


PlNHE  sweetest  lay* 

JL  That  man  can  raise, 

Should  greet  the  spreading  light  ot 
Reason, 

As  bee  and  bird 
Are  ever  heard 

The  loudest  in  the  bright  spring 
season  ; 

And  let  us  gladly  hail  the  day 
That  sees  us  here  with  right  good 
will,  ,  . 

That  sheds  another  helping  ray 
To  make  Truth’s  sunshine  wider 
Still. 


God  speed  the  cause, 

And  let  the  laws 

Of  Peace  and  Knowledge  rule  our 
land ;  „ 

God  guard  the  walls 

Whose  temple  halls 

Are  filled  by  Wisdom**  Christian 
band. 

No  blood-stained  spear— 

No  orphan’s  tear 

Is  blending  with  our  simple  glory  j 
If  .  -rels  grace 
This  favour’d  place, 


They  will  not  tell  a  carnage  story.  \* 
Bui  higher  far  the mortaFfamt-  . 
That  we  would  bravely  se#a 

win ; 

Man  gains  his  noblest  hero-iiOTe 
By  quelling  I gnoranee and  Sin* 
God  speed  the  cause. 

And  let  the  laws  . 

Of  Peace  and  Knowledge  role  out 
land ; 

God  guard  the  walls 

Whose  temple  halls  _ 

Are  filled  by  Wisdom's  CnniO» 
i  band. 


FrmW  and  PuM..hed  by  Ryle  &  Co„  2  lc’ 3, Monmouth  Court,  BloomAurj. , 
Sold  by  all  Booksellers  in  Town  and  Country, 


The  Merry  Time  of  Christ • 
mat! 

Tune-The  age  of  India  Rubber. 

C' T  l  '  vi 

/CHRISTMAS  comet  but  once* 
^  >«ar, 

So,  therefore,  we'll  enjoy  it ; 

Let  us  meet  with  bumping  cheer, 
Let  ao  dull  care  alloy  it. 

J>*  John  Bull  bring  out  his  beef, 
And  treat  hie  friends  Mbs  good 
'uns--. 

Ueal  as  largely  hie  relief 
To  the  poor,  as  his  plum  puddings. 
Then  hey  for  Christmas, 

Jovial  Christmas, 

The  merry  time  of  Christmas!  ; 

c*-  J 

Christmas  is  the  time  for  fun,  j 
At  least  it  should  be  really  ; 

The  meanest  then  should  have  the  j 
means, 

To  do  the  thing  quite  gaily. 

Most  folks  then  art  worth  a  plum,  ' 
A^dcurr(a)eut  coin  are  boasting,  j 
Are  done  up  cfr  else  dene  brown, 
With  roasting  or  with  toasting. 

'  "if  Then  hey,  dee. ! 

Mow  ev’ry  one  will  strive  his  best. 
To  be  extremely  jolly, 

To  beat  each  other  hollow  too,  ] 
In  sporting  of  their  holly.  J 

Ev’ry  qne,  both  high  and  low. 
Especially  the  misses, 

Underneath  the  mistletoe  bongh 
Look  for  a  beau  and  kisses. 

Then  hey,  dec. 

The  butcher  now  he  cuts  It  fat. 

And  thinks  it  meet  to  doit* 

He  knows  full  well  what  lie  is  at, 
You  must  pay  for  meat  and  sue-it. 
The  publican's  of  spirits  full, 

11  e's  beyond  all  measure  ;  * 

8u  p-  porters  then  he  plenty  finds, 

To  Christmas  hails  withp.sasure. 

Then  hey,  die. 

Vp  *picy  grocer’s  on  it  sweet, 
y  Fbfblunt  to  him  is  handed  j 
If  suit* him  to  a  T  complete, 

But  he  treats  you  very  "candid.  ! 
Ti  e  baker’s  flour  is  in  full  bloom, 

A  pudding  all  will  muster. 

He  (h)eats  his  oven  all  the  day, 

4u4,  all  will  have  a  buster ! 

Then  hey,  dec. 

Ia  Turkey  there's  great  slaughter  , 

clone, 

Though  each  one  I  ikes  a  piece  too;  < 
And  when  folks  have  done  more 
woik  that's  fowl. 

They’re  sure  to  get  to  Grease, 
too. 

Tigs  will  then  fetch  many  a  hog, 
Although  they  are  no  luck  in;  'j 
And  thousand!  upon  Chrhtmas-day 
Sucking  pi^s  are  sucking  ! 

Then  hey,  dec. 

The  dancing  master  looks  quiteblue,  1 

lie's  fairly  got  the  vapours,  J 

/or  ev’ry  one  upon  that  day  j  I 

is  sure  to  cut  his  capers.  .  i 


Tha  musician*!  lnAa  merr  y  key; 

For  mirth  the  time  creates,  then 
If  folks  won't  take  his  notes,  of 
course. 

Till  Boxing-day  he  waits,  then  1 
Then  hey,  dco. 

So  Christen*  the  time  for  joy. 
For  mirth  and  trade  are  thriving, 
Nothing  can  their  glee  destroy, 
That  time  each  one’s  alive  in, 
May  all  Bull’s  children  jovial  be, 
And  have  plenty  of  English  cheer, 
And  may  they  many  other  see. 

And  many  a  happy  New  Year.  ; 

Then  hey,  dec. 


The  Scottish  Blue  Bells . 

r  ET  the  proud  Indian  boast  of 
his  jessamine  bowTs, 

Hh  pastures  of  perfume  and  rose- 
covered  dells, 

While  humbly  I  sing  of  those  wild 
little  flowers, 

The  blue  beHs  of  Scotland,  the 
Scottish  blue  bells. 

Wave,  wa 


ve  your  dark  plumes,  ye 
!;  proud  sons  of  the  mountain, 

For  brave  is  the  chieftain  your 
prowess  who  quells: 

And  dreadful  the  wrath  of  the 
foam-flashing  fountain, 

That  calms  its  wild  waves  'mid  the 
Scottish  blue  bells. 

Then  strike  tba  loud  harp  to  the 
sons  of  the  river. 

The  mountain,  the  valley,  and  all 
[  the  wild  spells,  j 

!  And  shout,  in  the  chorus,  for  ever 
and  ever. 

The  blue  bells  of  Scotland,  the 
Scottish  blue  §&Js. 

Sublime  are  your  hills  when  the 
young  days  are  beaming. 
And  green  are  your  groves  with 
their  cool  chrystal  wells ; 
And  bright  are  your  broadswords,  < 
like  morning  dews  gleaming 
On  blue  belta  of  Scotland,  on  Scot¬ 
tish  hike  bells. 

Awake!  yt  light  fairies  that  trip  ! 
o’er  the  heather, 

Ye  mermjtids,  a  be  from  your 
coraline  ells, 

Come  forth,  with  your  chorus  all 
chanting  t  gether, 

Tl^e  blue  bells  of .  Scotlaud,  the 
Scottish  bice  bells. 

Th«?B  strike  the  toed  harp  to  the 
sons  of  thg  liver, 

The  mountain,  the  valley,  and  all 
their  wild  spells, 

And  shout,  in  the  chorus,  for  ever 
and  ever. 

The  blue  bells  of  Scotland,  the 
Scottish  blue  bells. 


;  But  oit  when  I  am  weary  grown 
Of  books  and  of  my  play. 

Those  pleasant  dreams  come  back 
again, 

And  steal  my  heart  away. 

I  wish  that  you,  sweet  sister. 

And  my  mother  dear,  and  I, 

Could  shut  our  eyes  upon  this 
world. 

And  all  together  die. 

Then  his  lowing  sister  spoke, 

In  tooes  serene  and  low. 

Oh,  if  heaven  is  such  *  glorious 
place,  V  ; 

Dear  brother  Ictus  go. 

Our  mother  wept  when  father  died, 
Till  her  bright  dyes  were  dim. 
And  I  know  she  longs  to  go  to 
heaven. 

That  she  may  be  with  him. 

So  let  us  all  together  go. 

The  thoughtful  boy^ replied. 

Ah,  no,  we  cannot  go  to  heaven, 
Until  we,  too,  have  died. 

But,  sister,  we  must  be  content 
Upon  this  earth  toatay,  * 

Till  our  blessed  Father,  who’s  to 
heaven, 

Shall  call  our  souls  away. 

Once  more  I  bent  my  lonely  way 
#To wards  the  cottage  door, 
Methouglu  to  see  the  children  play. 
But,  alas,  they  were  no  more. 
Before  the  nest  year’s  roses  came, 


The  Child's  Dream . 

3  F.FOUF.  a  lonely  cottar. e  once 
^  With  climbing  roses  gay, 
stood  one  summer  ve  to  watch 
Two  children  at  th  jr  play. 


*2 


^lOg^&U-yy.l 


Answer  to  ike  Irish 
Emigrant . 

•T'M  covin  b*ck  to  you,  Mary, 
•*  Australia’i  shores  I  find, 

Cob  yield  no  Mm  to  tooth  my 
grtof,  to  cost  my  troubled 
mind ; 

Nature  tmiloi  in  joy,  Mary,  and 
happy  forme  I  tee. 

With  kind  and  faithful  loving  heart, 
but  all  i»  dark  to  me. 

There*!  food  and  labour  hare, Mary 
and  heaven's  all  bounteous 
hand. 

Has  shed  its  gifts  oh  all  around, 
and  bless’d  this  stranger's 
land, 

But  where  art  thou  ?  thy  voice  Is 
still,  tby  form  I  cannot  sae ; 
Death  hath  dimmed  thatloviogeye, 

"  Maty,  that  kindly  beamed 
oa  me* 

Oh,  we  vert  happy  once,  Mary, thy 
voice  to  heaven  arose, 

And  warbled  forth  the  evening 
hymn  to  soothe  thy  babe*a 
repose ; 

Yes,  thou  wert  beautiful,  Mary, 
thy  babe  was  lovely  too, 

Tht  birds  sung  sweet  around  our 
cot,  and  flowers  brighter 
grew. 

Oh,  I  was  happy  then,  Mary,  when 
after  daily  toil. 

Thy  voice  like  music  cheered  my 
heart,  arid  I  aaw  thy  wel. 
come  smile ; 

But  cruel  want  came  on,  Mary, and 
sickness  paled  thy  brow. 

And  death  has  blighted  all  my 
hopes,  arid  1  am  lonely  now. 

I  have  crested  the  sea,  Mary,  thy 
ang€Upiri**f  near* 

Dost  thou  not  hear  me  call  thy 
name/  ah,  no,  thou  canst 
h  mot  hear. 

I'm  kneeling  on  the  turf,  Mary, 
//where  you  *o  calmly  lie, 
l9ve  come  to  join  my  babe  and  thee, 
eand  lay  me  down  to  die. 

.  ■■  ■■  ri\  .■■■  ■■  ■ 

The  Cachutha  Song. 

(Music,  at  Xeffiry s  &  Co.’s.) 

p0ME,0  cemt! 

^  Castanets  are  £*tty  sounding, 
Light  feet  to ‘their  setts  are  bouud- 
fn*  ;  -  j 

Me  rry  dance,  and  joyous  song ,  J 
Gladden  how  that  happy  throng. 
Never  yet  did' music’s  measure  j 

Bear  such  thrilling  notes  of  plea¬ 
sure; 

Hearts  and  eyes  are  fill’d  with  glee,  j 
And  gayest  Of  the  gay  we’U  be. 

Day  la  past: 

Stars  now  brightly  beans  above  us,  J 
Hearts  arc  near  that  fondly  love  us ; 
Sweet  guitar  aud  mandoline,  j 

Give  new  pleasure  to  the  scene. 
Como,  than,  come. 

Nsvar  yet,  dts,  j 


|  Rohm  Ruff,  sequel  to 
Gaffer  Green . 

|  TTAVE  you  heard  the  strange 
!  news  Just  corns  down,G  uffer 

Gray, 

i  That  they’ra  talking  of  now,  far 
and  near, 

[  How  that  young  Robin  Ruff  bath 
hit  wish  sure  enough, 

|  He  has  nojr  got  a  thousand  a 
year,  Gaffer  Gray, 

He  hat  now  got  a  thousand 
a  year. 

Young  Rob’s  a  good  heart,  and 
I’m  glad,  Master  Gross, 

Oh,  it  will  not  change  him,  never 

.tmif. 

In  the  fact  of  tho  poor  ha  will  not 
shut  his  door. 

Though  he  has  got  a  thousand  j 
a  year;  Master  Cross,  \ 
Though  ha  has  got  a  thousand 
U  year. 

Il  would  be  bat  the  way  of  the 
world,.  Gaffer  G  ray , 

If  Rob  did  not  now  see  quite  so 
clear, 

They  say  yellow  mists  rise  and 
dim  a  man’s  eyes. 

When  he  once  gets  a  thousand 
a  year,  Gaffer  Gray, 

When  he  once  gets  a  thousand 
a  year. 

Rob’s  eyes  were  not  dim  t’other 
**y,  Master  Cross, 

When  his  poor  old  friend  Ilarry 
was  here, 

He  soon  cured  bis  pain,  and  made 
sunshine  again.  < 

With  a  touch  of  bis  thousand  < 
a  year,  Mister  Cross,  j 

With  a  touch  of  his  thousand  j 
if  a  year.  k  -  j 

But  Rob  must  take  care,  must  take  j 
care,  Gaffer  Gray,  |  ,Pv  j 
Or  he’ll  spend  all  his  new-gotten  < 
gear,  O  ] 

How  much  better  ^tWould  be,  he  > 
might  want  it,  d'ye  see,  j 
If  he  saved  all  hisr  thousand  j 
a  year,  Gaffer  Gray,  < 

If  be  saved  but  his  thousand  < 
a  year.  j 

If  he  spends  the  last  pound  that  > 
he’s  got,  Master  Cross,  j 
He’ll  be  richer  than  tome  folk,  1 
(bar; 

For  a  heart  such  as  Rob’s,  though 
'neath  tatters  it  throbs, 

Is  worth  ten  times  a  thousand 
a  year,  Master  Cross, 

Is  worth' ten  times  a  thousand 
a  year. 

The  Merry  Meeting . 

fTHIOUGH  we  good  friends  are 
nothing  loth 

To  sip  the  best  of  barly  broth, 

To  day  we’ll  have  a  merry  bout, 

A  tovial  feasting,  breaking  out. 


.  The  cook  will  do  ber  beet  to  day, 

<  That  she  should  hasten  prithee  say; 
5  Come, come  along,  the  table  spread, 

<  Bring  roast  and  boi^d,  the  whitest 

|  bread, 

<  For  we  will  have  a  merry  bout, 

>  A  jovial  feasting  breaking. out. 

\  Though  we  can  fast  a  day  or  so, 

$  The  frugal  plan  will  we  forego, 

5  And  we  will  have  a  merry  meirp 
?  bout, 

<  A  jovial  feasting,  breaking  out. 

J  The  pudding’s  boiling  in  the  pot, 

<  The  chine  and  turkey  pipiug  hot, 
l  The  dinner  serve  without  delay, 

j  And  we  will  carve  and  cut  away. 

?  Yes,  we  will  have  a  merry  me»*y 
1  met ry  bout— 

|  4/  jovial  feasting,  breaking  o ufi, 

1  Ah,  that  will  do— Ms  jest  the 
1  thing  ~ 

\  This  fare  so  good  would  please  a 
\  kill*., 

{  And  we  will  have,  a  merry  merry 
i  bout, 

i  A  jovial  feasting,  breaking  out. 

<  The  wassail  howl  around  shall  gp, 

\  ’Twill  make  our  kinder  feotiags 
5  flow, 

>  And  now  before  our  feasting  ends. 
We’ll  drink  a  health  to  abseeS 

[  friends. 

And  wish  ’em  all  a  merry  merry 
bout, 

!  A  jovial  feasting,  breaking  out. 


The  Mermaid' s  Cave.  \ 

(Music,  at  Wybrow’*.)  **"“* 

r^OME,  mariner,  down  in  the 

^  deep  With  me. 

And  hid*  thee  under  the  wave  ; 

For  1  have  a  bed  of  coral  for  thee, 

And  quiet  and  stand  shall  thy 
slumbers  be. 

In  a  cell  of  the  mermaid's  cave. 

Come,  mariner,  down  to  the  deep 
with  me,  .  ti 

And  hide  thee  under  the.  wave  ; 

And  quiet  and  eouud  shall  thy 
slumbers  be. 

In  a  ceil  of  the  mermaid’s  cava. 

And  she  who  is  waiting  with  cheek 
’  so  pale, 

At  the  tempest  and  ocean’s  roar. 

And  weeps  when  she  hears  the 
menacing  gale. 

Or  sighs  to  behold  her  mariner’e 
sail. 

Come  whitening  np  to  the  shore. 
Come,  mariner,  down,  &o« 

She  has  not  long  to  Unger  for  thee. 

Her  sorrows  will  soon  be  o’er; 

lor  the  cord  shall  be  broken,  the 
prisoner  free. 

Her  eye  shall  close,  and  her  dreams 
will  be, 

So  sweet,  she  will  wake  no  more., 

Com*,  mariner,  dawn,  ta 


I  do  not  love  tHee. 

T  do  not  love  thee,  I  do  not  lore 

A  thee. 

And  yet  when  thou  art  absent  I 
aw  sad, 

And  envy  even  the  bright  blue  iky 
•bo Ye  thee, 

Whose  quiet  stars  may  set  thee 
and  be  glad. 

I  do  not  lore  thee,  yet  I  know  not 

k.  "ky, 

1  Whate'er  thou  dost  seertis  still 
well  done  to  me ; 

And  often  in  my  solitude  I  sigh, 

That  those  I  do  love  are  not  more 
like  thee. 

I  do  uot  lore  thee,  yet  thy  speaking 
eyee, 

With  their  deep,  bright,  and  most 
expressive  blue, 

Between  me  and  the  midnight  hea¬ 
ven  arise, 

Oftner  than  any  other  eyes  I 
ever  know* 

I  do  not  lore  thee,  yet  when  thou 
art  gone, 

I  hate  the  sounds,  though  those 
who  speak  be  dear. 

That  break  the  Ung’ring  echoes  of 
the  tone 

Thy  voice  of  musie  leaves  upon 
my  ear. 

I  do  not  love  thee,  yet  I  know  not 
why. 

Others  will  scarcely  trust  my  j 
candid  heart; 

And  often  do  they  smile  as  I 
pass  by,  j 

Because  they  tee  me  gasing  where 
thou  art.  j 


Gotforget  Mel 

(Music,  at  Cramer  k  Co.'ip  ^ 
QO,  forget  me— why  should  serf* 
^  row 

O'er  that  brow  a.  shadow  fling  J 
Go,  forget  me!  and  to-monow  'Wm 
Brightly  smile,  and  sweetly  singjrf 
Smile,  though  I  shall  not  be  neav 
thee, 

Sing,  though  I  shall  never  bony 
thee; 

May  that  soul  wiUvpleasure  shine. 
Lasting  as  the  gloom  of  mine. 

<3o,  forget  me,  ke. 
Go,  where  other  smiles  await  thee j 
Go  to  halls  of  hassling  light : 

Go,  outshine  all  beauties  near  thee, 
Chain  another’s  heart  to-night.  v 
Go,  thou  vision  wildly  dreainl*f, 
Softly  on  my  soul  that  fell ; 

Go,  for  me  no  longer  gleaming, 

Hope  and  beauty,  fare  thee  well. 

Go,  forget  me,  dec. 


J*  ’  The  Secret. 

Z"hH  I  ilag  once  more  that  melody, 
it  stealeth  o'er  the  ear, 
like  some  tweet  dream  of  early 
yoath, 

-  Of  days  to  mem9ry  dear. 

But  why  is  this— thy  cheek  is  pale, 
Thine  eyes  are  filled  with  tears  1 
Thou  surely  art  too  young,  my  child 
To  weep  for  bygone  years  1 
Come,  rest  thee  on  thy  fathers 
breast. 

Thy  looks  are  strange  and  wild  ! 
1  cannot  bear  to  see  thee  thus. 

My  own,  my  darling  child. 

Say,  why  hat  fled  tho  sportive 
mirth. 

That  cheered  thy  girlish  days! 
And  why  is  it  that  thou  feartsi 
now 

1  To  meet  thy  father’s  gate  f 
%«•  hidden  grief!  thy  thoughts 
oppress, 

And  bear  thy  spirits  down. 

But  surely  thou  hast  not  n  wish 
That  dreads  a  father's  frown  I 
Bay,  look  not  thus  reproachfully, 
Thy  grief  iny  thoughts  beguiled ; 
1  know  I  can  confide  in  thee, 

My  own,  my  darling  child  1 

Thou  lovestl  yes,  that  rising 
blu»h, 

Betrays  how  sure  I’re  guessed, 
And  thou  hast  kept  with  woman's 
pride 

The  secret  in  thy  breast. 

Bni  listen.  I've  a  secret  too, 

1  know  and  do  approve; 

%•  calm  thy  fear*,  for  he  loves  thee,  j 
With  pure  and  fervent  love.  j 
Go,  sing  once  more  that  melody, 

So  soft,  so  sweetly  wild  ;  j 

And  let  me  see 'thee  smile  again,  j 
My  own,  asy  darling  child  1  j 


A  Tear  shall  tell  Him  alt. 

(Mute,  at  D 'A Inline  &  Co.’*.) 

T>Y  moonlight,  near  the  broken 
t>  crdis. 

Young  Egbert  fondly,  fondly 

•wort 

To  love  but  me,  and  only  me, 

Till  life,  till  life  should  beat  no 
more.  % 

To  note  that  vow,  so  fervently 
On  heav'a,  inspir'd,  he  seemed 
to  call ; 

But,  ere  my  faltering  voice  replied , 
A  tear,  a  tear  had  told  him  all. 

Though  heedless  of  bit  oath  he 

prove. 

His  falsehood  I’ll  not  harshly 
blame; 

And,  should  he  wander  back  to  me. 
I'll  ask  not  whence,  not  wbeuce 
be  came ; 

No  chilling  frown  ohall  cloud  my 
brow. 

No  murmer  from  my  lip  shall 
fall; 

Bat,  when  this  bear!  in  sileoct 

breaks, 

A  tear,  a  (ear  shall  t  >1)  him  all. 


Let  Fame  sound  the 
Trumpet . 

T  BT  Fame  sound  the  trumpet, 
and  cry  to  the  war. 

Let  glory  re-echo  the  strain  ; 

The  full  tide  of  honour  may  flow 
from  the  scar. 

And  heroes  mny  smile  a!  their 
pain : 

The  treasures  of  Autumn  let  Bac¬ 
chus  display. 

And  stagger  about  with  his  bowl; 

On  science  let  Sol  beam  the  lustre 

v  ofd*y» 

And  wisdom  girt  light  to  the  soul. 

Let  India  unfold  her  rich  gems  to 
the  view, 

Each  virtue,  each  joy  to  im¬ 
prove  ; 

Oh  I  give  me  the  friend  that  I  know 
to  be  true, 

And  the  fair  that  I  tenderly  love. 

Wbat's  glory,  but  pride?— a  vain 
bubble  is  fame. 

And  riot,  the  pleasure  of  wine : 

What's  riches,  but  trouble?  and 
title's  a  name; 

But  friendship  and  love  are 

r  ^*vioe,  .  t. 


Will  you  come  to  the  Dale  ? 
Will  you  come  to  the  dale  t 
Let  your  Mary  prevail, 

Tor  oft  I  have  heard  you  declare. 
That  you  ue'or  would  declint 
In  these  pleasures  to  jeio, 

If  Mary,  dear  Mary,  was  there. 

Ah  !  why  then  refuse  ? 

Say,  what  can  excuse 
Your  hasting  our  pastimes  to  share  ? 
See,  bright  shines  the  sun, 

The  sports  have  begun. 

And  Mary,  dear  Mary,  is  there. 

Ah  !  why  then  delay  ? 

Art  ihon  tempted  to  stray  . 

By  some  rival  more  wealthy  end 
fair  I 

Sure  your  heart  would  reply, 

Its  fond  tenant  am  I, — 

That  Mary,  dear  Mary,  is  there. 

But,  alas  !  should  it  prove 
That  another  you  love, 

And  to  church  with  your  bride  J 
should  repair ;  j 

[  Should  some  willow-tree  wave  ] 
O’er  a  new-cover'd  grave,  I 

Think  Mary,  dear  Mary, lies  there,  j 


lo  all  you  -Laai^j  now  on 
V*  r  Land . 

HHO  all  yon  Ud|ea  now  on  lend, 

*■  We  men  at  sea  indite; 

And  first,  would  have  you  under 
•und, 

ITow  hard  it  is  to  write. 

The  Muses  now,  and  Neptune  too. 
We  must  implore  to  write  to  yon. 

With  a  fallal  la,  &•. 
Injustice  yon  cannot  refuse 
To  hear  of  our  distress. 

When  we  for  hopes  of  honour  imm 
Our  certain  nappiofess; 

All  these  designs  are  but  to  prove 
Oureelvee  not*  worthy  of  your 


Catlte  Ut  Kt  be  Happy 
,  Together. 

/^OMfi  lot  us  be  happy  together, 

^  For  where  there’s  a  will  there’s 

And  the  heart  be  as  light  as  a 
feather, 

|  If  maxims  Hite  mine  bear  the 
•***; 

First  pack  up  a  store  of  content* 

meat. 

Who  kftbws  not  the  way  is  a  dunce 

If  wrong'd  never  dream  of  resent¬ 
ment. 

Get  rid  of  such  folly  at  once. 
Listen  to  me  I 

To  be  hind  ’iis  the  way  to  meet 
kindness. 

If  not,  what’s  the  use  of  regret  ? 

Kail  not  at  tha  world  for  its  blind - 
.  ness. 

But  pity,  forgive,  and  forget. 

Oar  old  friends  ho  doubt  will  he 
true  friends. 

The  longer  we  love  them  the 
more. 

Bat  shat  not  your  heart  hg&iust 
tow  fritnds, 

Though  ana  ha  but  true  in  a 
score; 

Frist  tha  one  yon  have  proved  a 
jewel. 

With  which ’t would  be  madne  ss 
to  part ; 

Who  would  carelessly  throw  by 
the  fuel 

Whtsh  keeps  tip  the  warmth  of 
the  heart? 

Listen  to  me  ( 

Of  true  saintli  how  sweet  the  com¬ 
munion. 

Throughout  the  wide  world  as 
we  roam. 

Then  to  keep  up  the  strong  chain 
of  union* 

|  Let  us  rivet  those  fond  links  at 
*#do 


home. 


,  My  Young  Gazelle. 

(Music,  at  Duff  &  Co.’s.) 

pdME  here,  come  here,  my 
^  young  gazelle, 

I  love  to  gaze  on  thee ; 

Thy  faultless  limbs  and  dark  eyes 
tell 

Of  one  beloved  by  me. 

He?  step  fell  lightly  as  thine  owu, 
Mar  eye  as  brightly  play’d; 

Her  voice,  oh!  what  ean  mock 
that  tone. 

My  lov’d  Ionian  maid  I 

Come  here,  come  here,  my  young 
.  gazelle, 

I  have  a  gift  for  thee  ; 

These  flowers,  that  she  laved  so 
well. 

Shall,  now  thy  garland  be. 

My  little  gift  thou  wilt  not  scorn, 
Tha'  wither’d  is  the  betid ; 

But  with  me  tbou  wilt  seem  to 

mown 


The  Standard  bearer . 

TT  PON  the  tented  field,  a  min 
^  sure!  knight 
Beside  his  standard  lonely  watc ft 
,  is  keeping, 

)  And  thus  amid  the  stillness  of  the 
|  night, 

/  He  strikes  his  lute,  and  sings 
j  while  all  are  sleeping. 

The  lady  of  my  love  I  will  not 
uame, 

Although  1  wear  her  colours 
as  a  token, 

But  1  will  fight  for  liberty  and 
fame. 

Beneath  the  flag  where  first 
our  vows  were  spoken. 

Beneath  the  flag,  8c c. 

The  night  is  past,  the  conflict  comes 
with  dawn. 

The  minstrel  knight  is  seen  each 
foe^defyiag. 


V.  w.tch.d  tb.  qolT.rlo,  mm. 
Th.  atmoiphtrc  grew  (hick  and  hot. 
And  of  a  lurid  hue, 

As  rivetted  unto  the  spot 
Stood  officers  and  crew. 

The  father  tame  on  deck,  he  gasp’d 
‘  Oh  God !  thy  will  be  done  l  • 
Then  suddenly  a  rifle  grasp’d, 

And  aim'd  it  at  his  son  ; 

‘  Jump  far  out,  boy  !  into  the  wave. 
Jump,  or  I  fi  e  I*  be  said, 

That  only  chance  your  life  can 
live, 

Jump,  jump,  boy  !•  He  obey’d. 

He  sank— he  rest— he  lived •- -he 
moved— 

He  for  the  ship  struck  out. 
Onboard  we  hail'd  the  lad  beloved 
With  many  a  manly  shout. 

His  father  drew  in  silent  joy 
Those  wet  arms  round  his  neck. 


While  death  and  carnage  onward  <  Then  folded  to  hie  heart  the  boy. 


still  are  borne, 

II is  song  is  heard  ’did  thousands  \ 
round  him  dying.  J 

The  lady  of  my  love,&c.  { 
Stern  death,  now  sated,  quits  the 
gory  plain, 

The  life  tylood  from  the  warrior 
.  bard  is  streaming, 

Still  on  his  flag  he  rests  hit  head 
with  pain. 

And  faintly  sings,  his  eye  with 
fervour  beaming, 

The  lady  of  my  love  I  will 
not  name, 

I  still  preserve  my  colours  as 
a  token  ;  f 

I  fought  and  fell  for  liberty  } 
and  fame,  1 

And  never  has  my  knightly  ] 
vows  been  broken. 

And  never  has,  &c 


|  And  fainted  on  the  deck. 


The 


the 


Main  Truck ,  "or 
Leap  for  Life.’ 

(II.  Russell.) 

£)LD  Ironsides  at  audio*  thy* 

In  the  harbour  of  Mahon, 

A  dead  calm  rtsted  oh  the  bey, 
The  waves  to  sleep  had  gone, 
When  little  Jack, the  captain’s  son, 
With  gallant. hardihood, 

Climb’d,  shroud  and  spar,  and  then 
upon 

The  main  truck  rote  and  stood ! 

A  shudder  ran  through  every  vein 
All  eyes  were  turn’d  pfTlNgh — 
There  stood  the  boy  with  dizzy 
brain. 

Between  the  sea  and  sky. 

No  bold  had  he  above,  below— 
Alone  he  stood  in  air. 

At  that  far  height  none  daroi  to  go, 
No  aid  could  read*  him  there. 

We  gazed— but  not  a  mau  could 
speak, 

With  horror  all  aghast--* 
in  groups,  with  pallid  brow  and 


The  Knight  was  brave. 

(Adapted  to  «  B»  Pi!u«r.") 

THE  knight  Wai  brave,  the  maid 
was  fair. 

The  moon  was  beaming  silver 
blight, 

Each  rose  a  fresher  bloom  did  wear. 
Unruffled  by  the  breeze  of  night; 
A  palfrey  stood  beneath  the  tower, 
To  bear  the  lovers  far  away. 

He  cried,  u  Oh  1  fly  thy  tyrant’s 
power, 

The  call  of  faithful  love  obey.” 
The  knight  was’brave,  the  maid  was 
fair,  M 

The  moon  was  beaming  silver 
bright ; 

lie  cried,  "Oh!  basto  my  lovely 
fair, 

•Tie  now  the  ; signal  hour  for 
flight." 

Lovt,  ne’er  deceive  me. 

Oh  I  never  g Have  me, 

Break  not  thy  vow  of  truth » 
Cau*t  not  a  maiden's  tears, 
Hush  all  her  doubts  and  fears. 
That  now  assail  the  heart  of 
youth. 

Heed  not  the  trumpet's  clang  of 
fierce  alarms. 

Let  not  ambition  tear  thee  from  my 

arjn*L 

Can  charms  of  glory  half  so  blissful 
prove. 

As  those  that  ever  wait  on  faithful 
love? 

Love,  ue'er  deceive,  dec. 

So  peace  shall  be  our  happy  trea¬ 
sure, 

Each  <morn  shall  beam  with  plea* 
sure; 

E^shriqed  in  troth, each  oara  is  o'er, 
litis,  thns,  we  meet* to  pan  * 


■  ■  1  .  . - -  -  —  — - 

The  Grasp  of  Friendship's  The  World  is  on  the  move. 

Hand.  (Music,  at  Mr.  Davidson's.  ) 


IVE  me  the  grasp  that  is  warm*  ; 
kind,  and  ready  i 

Give  me  the  grasp  that  is  ealm9  true, 
and  steady ; 

Give  me  the  hand  that  will  never 
deceive  me; 

Give  me  its  grasp,  that  I  aye  may 
believe  thee. 

Soft  is  the  palm  of  the  delicate 
wqman ; 

Hard  is  the  hand  of  the  rough, 
sturdy  yeoman ; 

Soft  palm  or  hard  palm,  it  matters  ; 
not— never  1 

Give  me  tke  hand  that  is  friendly  ! 
forever! 

Give  me  the  hand  that  Is  true  as  a 
brother ; 

Give  me  the  hand  that  has  harm'd 
not  another; 

Give  me  the  hand  that  has  never  : 
foreswore  It  t 

Give  me  its  grasp  that  1  aye  may  < 
adore  It. 

Lovely  the  palm  of  the  fair  blue- : 
eyed  maiden ; 

Horny  the  hand  of  the  workman 
o'erladen; 

Lovely  or  ugly,  it  matters  nob-  [ 
never;  ; 

Give  me  the  grasp  that  is  friend Vy  . 
forever!  \ 

Give  me  the  grasp  that  is  honest  and  < 
hearty,  j 

Free  as  the  breexe,  and  unshakled 
by  party  j  1 

Let  friendship  give  me  the  grasp  { 
that  becomes  her,  \ 

Close  as  the  twine  of  the  vines  of  the  < 
summer. 

Give  me  the  hand  that  Is  true  as  a  ! 
brother;  ; 

Give  me  the  hand  that  has  wronged 
not  another: 

Soft  palm  or  hard  palm,  it  matters  ; 
not— never; 

Give  me  the  hand  that  is  friendly  < 
forever! 

The  Begger  and  the  Pope . 

A  begger  not  a  beadle, 

A  beadle  get  a  yeoman, 

A  yeoman  got  a  prentice, 

A  prentice  got  a  freemans 
The  freeman  got  a  mailer. 

The  master  got  a  lease; 

The  lease  made  him  a  gentleman. 
And  justice  of  the  peace. 

The  justice  being  rich. 

And  gallant  in  desire. 

He  marry’d  with  a  lady. 

And  he  got  a  squire  i 
The  squire  got  a  knight. 

Of  courage  bold  and  stout; 

The  knight  he  got  a  lord. 

And  so  it  came  about. 

The  lord  he  got  an  earl; 

His  country  he  forsook. 

He  travell'd  into  Spain, 

And  there  lie  got  a  duke ; 

The  duke  lie  got  a  prince. 

The  prince  a  king  of  hope , 

The  king  he  got  an  emperor, 

The  emperor  got  the  pope. 

Thus,  as  the  story  says. 

Then  my  pedigree  is  done,  j 

The  Pope  he  got  to  Rome,  j 

From  which  he  soon  did  run.  j 
The  French  did  by  him  stand,  j 
For  he  was  in  the  lurch,  i 

So  the  begger 's  brat  is  a  I 

Holy  beggar  of  the  thurdi,  J 


(Music,  at  Mr.  Davidson's. ) 

T^HE  world  is  on  the  move, 

*  Look  about,  look  about; 

There  is  much  we  may  improve, 

Do  not  doubt,  do  not  doubt; 

And  for  all  who  understand. 

May  be  heard  throughout  the  land  ; 
A  warning  voice  at  hand. 

Ringing  out,  ringing  out.  ; 

Though  gloomy  hearts  despond, 

At  the  sky,  at  the  sky. 

There's  a  sun  to  shine  beyond. 

By  and  bye,  by  and  bye; 

Ere  the  vessel  that  we  urge 
Shall  beneath  the  surface  merge, 

A  beacon  on  the  verge 
Shall  be  nigh,  shall  be  nigh. 

Step  by  step  the  longest  march 
Can  be  done,  can  be  done; 

Single  atones  will  form  an  arch, 

One  by  one,  one  by  one  : 

And,  with  union,  what  we  will 
Can  be  all  accomplish'd  still— 

Drops  of  water  turn  a  mill. 

Singly  none,  singly  none. 

Fvag  and  bluster  float  as  froth, 

O’er  the  wave,  o'er  the  wave ; 
Gory  treason  worse  than  both , 

Fools  may  rgve,  fools  may  rave ; 

.  But  the  honest  hands  that  link 
[  With  the  solemn  head#  that  think, 

>  And  for  pikes  use  pen  and  ink, 

\  Are  the  brave,  are  the  brave. 

}  Let  us  onward,  then,  for  right,— 
i  Nothing  mere,  nothing  more; 

<  And  let  justice  be  the  might 
l  We  adore,  we  adore. 

>  Build  no  hopes  upon  the  sand, 

>  For  a  people  hand  in  hand, 

<  Can  make  this  a  better  land 

\  Than  before,  than  before. 

[  Our  country  bless’d  with  all,— 
f  Look  around,  look  around ; 

|  Notyr.mny  nor  bloodshed 
i  Her*  is  found,  here  is  found  : 
i  So  with  ieart  and  voice  we  cheer, 

|  The  Queen  we  love  so  dear ; 

I  Let  her  >  cign  in  peace,  not  fear, 

[  From  those  around,  these  around 

|  There's  room  enough  for  all 

1  (Music  at  Mr.  Davidson's.) 

WH  AT  need  of  all  this  fits*  and 
strife, 

Eaeh  warring  with  his  brother? 
Why  need  we,  through  the  crowd 
of  life. 

Keep  trampling  on  each  other  ? 

Is  there  no  goal  that  can  be  won. 
Without  a  squeese  to  gain  it  ? 

:  No  other  way  of  getting  on. 

But  scrambling  to  obtain  it  ? 

Ohl  fellow  men,  remember 
then. 

Whatever  chance  befal, 

The  world  is  wide  in  lands  be¬ 
side 

There's  room  enough  for  all  t 

What  if  the  swarthy  peasant  find 
No  field  for  honest  labour  ? 

He  need  not  idly  stop  behind, 

To  thrust  aside  his  neighbour ! 
There  is  a  land  with  sunny  skies, 
Which  gold  for  toil  is  giving, 
Where  ev'ry  brawny  hand  that  tries 
Its  strength  can  grasp  a  living. 

Oh  \  fellow  men,  remember 
then. 

Whatever  chance  befal. 

The  world  is  wide;  where  those 
•bide,  * 

There's  room  •neigh  for  all 


From  poison'd  alt  ye  bosathe  til 
courts, 

And  typhus-tainted  alleys, 

Go  forth,  and  dwell  where  health 
resorts. 

In  rural  hills  and  valleys ; 

Where  ev  r>  hand  that  clears  a 
bough 

Finds  plenty  In  attendance. 

And  every  furrow  of  the  plough 

A  step  to  imlepeudepcc. 

Oh !  hasten,  then,  from  fever'd 
den, 

j  And  lodging  eramp'd  and  small, 
t  The  world  is  wide  in  lands  be- 
side, 

\  There  s  room  enough  for  ait  / 

> 

|  In  this  fair  region  far  away, 

!  Will  labour  find  employment— 

;  A  fair  day's  work,  a  fair  aav  s  nay 
:  And  toil  will  earn  enjoy  merit! 


And  toil  will  earn  Cnjoymerit! 
What  need,  then,  of  this  daily  strife, 
Eaeh  warring  with  hi*  brother : 
Why  need  we  in  the  crowd  of  fife 
Keep  trampling  on  each  other? 
On!  fellow  men,  remember 
then,  •  M  i  • 


Whatever  chance  t 
The  world  la  wide; 


jmryernsk esau.. 


befal,  . 

;  wheri  those 


There's  mm  enough  for  all! 

- - - - - - — 

The  Blooming  Heather . 

A  81  was  coming  homo 
^  From  the  fair  of«Ballimania, 
I  met  a  comely  lass,  >  , 

She  was  fairer  than  Diana, 
t  1  ask'd  her  wiiere  she  liv'd. 

As  we  jogg’d  on  together; 

By  yon  bonny  mountain  side. 

She  replied,  amongst  the  heather. 

Lassie,  Pm  in  love  with  you. 

You  have  so  many  charms. 

My  heart  is  in  n  low  with  you. 

My  bosom  to  yon  warms  ; 

The  blithe  blinks  of  youx  een. 

And  your  person  is  so  clever, 

Pd  fondly  wed  with  you, 
You'remy lassie  o’er  the  heather, 

pinna  think,  young  man, 

1  believe  what  yon  have  spoken 
Nor  dlnna  think,  youqg  man, 

I  would  be  so  easy  taken  ; 

For  I  «ua  happy  and  I'm  weel, 
With  my  father  and  my  milker 
It  would  tali’ a  canny  chiel 
To  wile  me  fra  the  heather. 

Lassie,  condescend  with  me, 

And  diuna  be  sae  cruel, 

Spare  to  me  one  kiss,  my^dear. 
One  kies  of  thee,  my  jewel. 

If  I  would  give  you  one, 

You  would  surely  ask  afiither. 
And  may  be  elosely  join. 

To  tent  me  'mang  the  heather. 

Now  hear  me,b*nnie  lass, 

I  have  houses,  I  have  laud, 

And  whatever  else  1  have 
Shall  be  at  your  command. 

Oh,  if  that  be  your  will, 

Here’s  my  hand,  let's  join  to¬ 
gether, 

Then  he  hugg'd.  and  kiss’d  his  Aik 

And  she's  his  lassie  e'er  the 

*  *  ft 

— _ L _ id£ft*SL’  -I-*.- . 
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Will  Yqu  Love  Me  .hen 
at  Notv ? 

VOU  hart  told  me  (bat  you 
A  love  ait, 

An4  your  lit  sri's  thoughts  item 
to  spe.ik, 

At  you  look  od  me  »o  fondly^ 

.And  the  life  blood  tint#  your 
chsdk; 

Mi/  I  trust  tfcat  these  warm 
feelings, 

Kerer  wiil  grow  cold  and  strange, 
And  Ib&t  you'll  remain  unalter’d, 
T£  this  wesry  world  of  change  ? 
vWh*n  (he  shiricsbf  Csf  e  and  sorrow 
Dim  my  eyf «  and  f  loud  my  brow, 
And  my  spirit  sinks  within  me— 
Wsll  you  love  mo  then  as  now  ? 
I  -  - 

Though  our  youth  may  pass  un- 
8  clouded 

In  s  peaceful  happy  home, 

Tet  as  year  on  year  advances. 
Changes  must  upon  ns  eor’e ; 
for  the  step  will  loose  its  lightness, 
And  the  hair  he  chang'd  to  grey. 
Eyes  once  bright  givi  up  their 
lustre. 

And  the  hopes  of  youth  decay  : 
Whfcn  all  these  have  pass'd  upon 
me. 

And  stern  tfge  has  touch'd  my 
hiow. 

Will  the  change  find  yon  an 
changing, 

Will  you  love  me  then  ei  now  ? 

Aileen  Mavaurnecn. 

HE  tells  me  he  loves  me,  and  can 
l  believe 

The  beau  he  has  won  he  can  wish 
to  deceive ; 

Wow  ever  and  always  his  sweet 
voids  to  me. 

Are  A»‘«rn  mavournsen,  acushla- 
machree. 

Last  night  when  we  parted,  his 
gentle  good  bye 

A  thousand  times  said,  and  eaeh 

time  with  n  sigh, 

And  still  the  same  sweet  words  he 
whisper'd  to  me. 

My  Aileen  mayoerneen,  acush la¬ 
in  achree. 

The  friend  of  my  ehildhood,  the 
friend  of  my  youth. 

Whose  heart  is  all  pure,  and  whose 
words  are  all  truth  ; 

Oh,  still  the  same  words  hs  whis¬ 
per'd  to  me, 

#fy  Aileen  mavourneen,  acusbla- 
maebrte* 

Oh,  whim  will  the  day  come,  the 
dee-  happy  day, 

Thai  a  maiden  may  hear  all  a  lover 
can  say  ; 

And  he  spsAi  out  the  word#  he 
now  whispers  to  me. 

My  Aileen  mavourneen,  acush  la¬ 
unch  re# 


Dearest  t  then ,  1'IL  love  tehee 
more .  r 

YES  PH  It  ^  you,  oh,  how 
dearly 

Wore*  out  fainter  can  express, 
This  fond  h<. art  beats  too  sincerely 
E'er  in  life  to  loveyou  less, 

No — my  fancy  never  ranges, 
Hopes  like  mine  can  Dover  soar, 
If  the  love  I  cherish  changes, 

It  will  bo  to  love  thee  more. 
Though  the  world  hath  many  sor¬ 
rows, 

And  perchance  it  may  he  ours, 
Love  from  tears  a  brightness  bor¬ 
rows. 

Like  the  aarth  from  summer 
showers 

We  will  share  our  griefr  and  glad¬ 
ness. 

In  the  future  as  of  yore, 

And  in  all  our  hours  of  sadness# 
Dearest,  then  I'll  love  \liee more. 
Youth  may  pass,  but  ask  not  whe¬ 
ther  ,{  .  . 

When  you're  old  I’ll  love  as  true 
Shall  we  not  grow  old  together. 
And  Time's  changes  mark  me 
too  ? 

Life  may  cea*e,  but  then  to  heaven 
Wi  1  my  pure  affection  soar, 

Yes,  when  freed  frotay  earthly 
leaven. 

Dearest,  then.  I'll  love  thee  mors. 

The  Fireside  at  Home. 

(he  fireside  at  home. 

Which  for  many  past  years, 
Has  witnessed  my  boyhoodf 
My  smiles  and  my  tears; 

By  whose  side  I  hs\e  paused, 
in  childhood's  sunny  lime; 

There,  perched  on  my  sire's  knee, 
Whose  heart  so  gay  as  mine. 

Ah,  those  bright  hours  are  tied, 
Alas,  for  overflown. 

Ne'er,  ne'er  can  l  forget 
The  old  fireside  at  home. 

How  bright  at  Christmas  tjms 
Shone  out  Us  rich  red  glare ; 
Tinting  the  glossy  holly, 

Aud  merry  faces  thers. 

Reflected  in  bright  eyes. 

Was  its  flickering  glow, 

And  its  warm  cheerful  light, 

Many  loved  forms  did  show. 
How  heartyythsn,  each  laugh, 
Sacred  cars  away  has  flown, 
Ne'er,  ne'er  can  I  forget, 

The  old  fireside  at  home. 

In  fancy  now  I  see. 

The  happy  group  then  there. 

Can  hear  the  bolst'rous  laugh. 

And  view  the  Christinas  fare ; 

Can  see  the  blushing  maid, 

'Neath  the  mistletoe  kissed, 

While  the  silver  haired  grandad, 
Laughs  loud  with  the  rest. 

There  to  my  fond  parents, 
l  proudly  called  •  my  own,' 

All  bid  me  ne'er  foiget 

The  old  fire eide  at  boose. 


These  hallowed- hours  again, 

I  never  may  knew. 

Till  'tis  gained  in  heaven,  tf  .  v 
That  refuge  from  wee.  '» 
Oft  I  picture  ft  new, 

With  a  tear  far  the  pest. 
And  sigh  for  these  days, 

Jfat  alas  1  they  are  past ; 

Ye  ere  gone— ye  are  deed— 
Or  far  from  me  roam. 

That  were  wont  te  gather 
Round  the  fireside  at  heme. 


Be  qaiet,  do  l  PH  call  my 
Mother! 

A  8  I  was  sitting  in  a  wood# 

^  Under  an  oak  tree's  leafy 
cover. 

Musing  hi  pleasant  attitude, 

Who  should  come  by  but  John# 
my  lover  f 

He  pressed  my  hand,  and  kiaaed 
my  cheek, 

Then  warmer  growing  kiaaed  the 

other. 

While  1  exclaimed,  and  tried  to 
shriek, 

Be  quiet,  dot  I'll  call  my  mo¬ 
ther! 

He  saw  my  auger  was  sincere. 

And  lovingly  began  to  chide  mo, 

Aud  wiping  from  my  cheek  a  tear. 

He  sat  him  on  the  grass  besiclo 
me ; 

He  feigned  such  pietty,  amorous 
woe. 

Breathed  each  fond  vows  one 
after  t'other, 

I  could  but  sm.iie,  while  whispering 
low, 

Be  quiet,  do  1  i'll  call  my  mo¬ 
ther  1 

He  talked  to  long,  and  talked  so 
well, 

And  swore  he  meant  not  to  de¬ 
ceive  me ; 

I  felt  md#e  grief  than  lean  tell, 

»  When  with  a  kiss  hp  rose  to  leave 
me. 

Oihfjohnt'ifttd;!,  and  mast  thou  got 

.  >  1  love  thee  bitter  than  all  other  9 

There  is  no  need  to  hurry  so, 

1  never  meant  to  tell  my  mother. 

The  Derby  Ram. 

AS  I  wm  going  to  D«rb/,  !tvri. 
on  a  market  day, 

I  met  the  finest  ram,  Mr*  that  ever 
was  fed  upon  hay  ; 

This  ram  was  fat  behind,  sir,  this 
ram  was  fat  before, 

This  ram  was  ten  yards  huh,  sir, 
indeed  he  was  no  more.  ' 

The  butcher  that  kill'd  this  ism, 
,  sir,  was  up  to  his  knees  in 
blood, /K 

rhe  boy  thet  held  the  ptil.sir,  was 
carried  away  by  the  flood ; 
I’he  tail  that  grew  upon  his  rump, 
wa-  ten  yards  sod  an  ell. 
And  that  was  ssntto  Derby, to  toll 
Iho  market  boll. 


( 


*AAAAAAAA> 

aymakers. 
v  Elisa  Cook.) 

a^HE  noontide  is  hot,  and  our  fore 
heads  arc  brown. 

Our  palms  are  mil  shining  ana  hard— 
And  hard  is  our  work,  with  the  wan 
and  the  plough. 

Oh !  but  poor  is  our  daily  reward. 

But  there's  joy  in  the  sunshine  and 
mirth  in  the  lark. 

That  skim*  whistling  away  over  head 
Our  spirits  are  Uaiit,  though  our  skin 
may  be  dark, 

Ami  there’s  peace  with  our  moal  o? 
brown  bread. 

We  dwell  in  tlie  meadows  and  toil  o» 
the  sod,  ,  „  , 

Far  away  from  the  city’s  dull  gloom  ; 
And  more  jolly  are  we,  though  in  rag> 
we  may  be. 

Than  the  pale  faces  over  the  loom. 
Then  a  song  and  a  cheer  for  the  bonny 
green  stack,  '  . 

Climbing  up  to  the  sun  wide  and 
high—  _ 

for  the  pitchers  and  rakers,  and  merry 


***** *********** 
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Ah  /  Why  do  we  love  9  ~ 

(O.  MtefarrM.) 

AH!  why  «lo  w.  lo.e  f 

*Ti.  a  spell  a  bewild’ring  snaiej 
And  wherever,  wherever  we  rove. 

It  surrounds  us  with  danger  and  care. 

Ah l  why  do  we  love? 
Ill  bright,  all  bright  it  appears, 

A  fixed  star  in  the  heaveuly  chart, 
jut  seen  fading  in  tears, 

Tis  the  will  o*  the  wisp  of  the  heart. 
Ah  1  why  do  we  love  t 

[.Unconscious  we  sip 

F rom  a  goblet  deceiving  as  gay» 
i'bat  still  purples  the  lip 

When  the  aest  of  the  wine  dies  away . 

Ah!  why  do  we  love! 


Follow  Me. 

rro  all  you  wish,  whate’er  it  ho. 
Far  over  land  and  oversea. 
Be  It  wealth  or  splendid  style, 
Rosy  joy  or  beauty’s  sinile. 

(Pleasure  waits  your  guide  to  be  5 
Sportive  youth,  then  follow  me! 

U  ftom  toil  you  wonld  be  fret 


Viftvni&kcrSg 

And  a  beautiful  midsummer  sky. 


,1 


The  Pteatufh  of  Kitting 

<H.  B.  Dudley.)  •  f 

I ’HEBE'S  something  In  kiwing,  I 
I.  cannot  tell  why. 

Makes  my  heart  in  a  tumult  jump  more 
than  breast  high!  v 

For  nixie  times  in  ten, 

So  teasing. 

And  pleasing 

We  find  those  rude  creatuces,  the  dear 
kissing  men,  .  ■  \ 

That  we  wish  it  repeated  again  »»“ 
again. 

Though  a  kiss  stop  toy  breath,  Obi  hoAr 
little  care  I,  >r  • *  - 

[Since  a  woman  at  some  tipt*  or  otMt 
must  die ! 

For  nine  times  in  ten,  7 
So  tearing. 

And  pleasing/ 

We  find  those  rude  creatures*  the  dear 
kissing  men,  -  . 

[That  we  wish  it  repeated  again  and 
again. 


Follow  me  over  land  and  over  ui. 
To  all  you  wish  in  life’s  bl  ight  hour, 
And  all  you’d  seek  in  fairey  bow’r. 
Where  unfading  roses  grow. 

And  eternal  flowTets  blow. 


noble  sirs. 

Fray  leud  us  your  presence  awhile, 

Hour  garment*  will  take  no  stain  fron 
the  burs. 

And  a  freckn  won’t  tarnish  you 
smile. 

Our  carpet’s  as  soft  for  yonr  delicate 
feet, 

A*  the  pile  of  your  vel vetted  floor : 

Ami  the  scent  of  our  greensward  i? 
surely  as  sweet. 

As  the  perfume  of  Arnby’s  shore. 

Come  forth,  noble  masters,  come  forth 
to  the  field. 

Where  freshness  and  health  'may  be 

found  ; 

Where  the  wind  rows  are  spread  for  tht 
butterfly's  bed. 

And  the  clover  bloom  falleth  around 
Then  a  song,  Ac. 

Hold  frstr  cries  the  waggoner,  stead) 
and  quick. 

And  then  comes  the  hearty  gee  wo! 

While  the  cilhning  old  team  horser 
manage  to  pick,  ~ 

A  sweet  mouthful  to  munch  as  they 

The  twarney-fac’d  chiliftren  come  round 
us  to  play, 

And  bravely  they  scatter  the  heap, 

Tia  the  finest  om^  <|uite  odtspent  by 
the  fun,  B  ,  * 

1«  curled  up  with  the  .heep  do,  _  .  r, 

asleep.  _  ,  J  7  was  not  her  Beauty ,  Grace 

Old  age  sitteth  down  on  the  haycock  fj 


Two  Filings  are  all  1  Crave 

Sung  by  Mr.  Borani,  in  the  Opera  of 
Loretta.) 

Music  Published  by  Cramar  Beale  dr. 
Co.  261,  Regent  Street. 

things  are  all  I  crave— 
k  First  that  within  my  grave 
This  pledge,  still  undisgraced, 

May  by  my  side  be  placed ; 

That  if,  in  after  days 
Some  stranger  o’er  it  gaie. 

It  may  to  him  declare 
A  soldier  resteth  there. 

Then  to  a  mind  prepared. 

Let  this  last  pang  be  spared. 

This  eye  hath  danger  viewed 
In  battles  fiercest  feud. 

And  watched  the  parting  breath 
In  every  form  of  death, 
piitid  not  the  soldier  s  brow. 

That  eye  can  meet  it  now.  ? 

1  ■ «.*' _  ' 


crown, 

At  the  close  of  our  labouring  day. 
Anil  wishes  his  life,  like  the  grass  at 
his  feet. 

May  be  pure  at  its  passing  away. 

Then  a  song,  &c. 


Spirits  of  the  Dashing  Spray. 
(A  celebrated  Glee.) 

ptlflTS  of  the  dashing  spray. 
Where  the  silver  waters  fall, 

It;  circling  dance  wc  play  ; 

FiUtims,  that  wandering  stray. 

Still  hear  our  viewless  call. 

And  sooth'd,  pursue  their  way. 


nor  Air • 

(  Upton.) 

I  was  not  her  beam  y,  grace,  ner  Air, 

Nor  bosom  fraught  with  blisses, 

Twas  not  her  face,  though  angel  fair. 
Nor  lips  im pearled  with  kisses. 

'Twas  something  spell-born  in  a  sigh, 
'Twas  something  that  docs  words  defy. 
That  to*ulc  me  swear  to  love  her. 

I'Twas  not  the  music  of  her  tongue, 
(Though  every  tongue  excelling.) 
Twas  not  the  strains  she  sweetly  sung, 
Exhaled  from  Rapture’s  dwelling. 
'Twas  something  from  her  eye-beam 
stole, 

Thai  pierced  my  heart,  entranced  roy 
soul. 

And  made  me  swear  to  lovt  htf. 


Pretty  ’Rosaline. 

iff! WAS  near  the  banks  of  bonn# 
L  Tweed,  ^ 

And  in  a  flowery  dell,  » 

A  rustic  cottage  rear’d  it sjieafl. 

The  traveller  knew  it  well; 

For  there  a  little  lassie’dwelt,  *  ,  . 

As  fair  as  beauties  queen. 

Not  one  so  rare,  not  one  so  fair,' 
j  As  pretty  Rosaljue;  n*f 
[So  bright,  so  gay,  and  light,  •  i 
So  meek  and  mild  her  c’on. 

Heaven’s  own  lustre  Ht  the  eyo 
Of  pretty  Rosaline. 

An  aged  mother,  fechle,  blind,  ‘ 

Was  Rosa’s  only  care, 

[Never  child  was  half  so  kind,  ' 

Or  parent  half  so  dear, 

|To  get  her  food,  she’d  spin  and  knit. 
With  cheerful  heart  I  ween. 

And  blind  old  Jenny  fondly  loyfy 
I  I  Ier  pretty  Rosaline. 

[01 » ,  how  gay  at  close  of  day,  * 

They  wamieted^o’er  the  green  | 
.!ennyrs  feeble  steps  were  led 
By  pretty  Rosaline. 

.  y  .■■■'»  ■  f* 

A  cruel  lord  so  proud  and  bale/^ 
Sought  shelter  in  the  dell. 

Enraptured  with  her  bonny  face,,  ,a 
I  He  vowed,  she  trusted,  fell, 

[Betrayed,  despised,  liOr  spirits  droop’d. 
No  more  Mie  sdught:the  green. 

But  like  a  lily  in  it*  bloom. 

I  Died  pretty  .  Rosaline,  *  v 

jHer  mother  dear  had  none  to  cheer, 

*  Slie  died  that  very  e’en. 

And  blind  old  Jenny  sleeps  beside 
Her  pretty  Rosaline. 


My  Native  Home . 

kSung  by  Miss  Romer,  in  ti»e  Opera  of 
Joan  of  Arc.) 

;Vf  Y  native  home,  my  happy  home, 
f ▼  *  I  sigh  for  thee  In  rain  ; 

And  never  may  my  fated  steps 
Pursue  thy  paths  again ! 

For  thee  "thy  flowers  no  more  can  bloom. 

Of  rich  with  perfume  flow; 

Save  pluck'd  to  strew  around  my  tomb. 
Or  wreathe  my  lifeless  brow. 

My  name,  amidst  thy  peaceful  vale*. 
Must  like  those  flowers  decay,  , ... 
And  in  the  dawn  of  early  spring* 

So  fall— to  fade  away. 
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Have  Fatih  in  nnc  Another.  I  l'mno  speaker, so  you’ll  see . 


Have  fakh  in  one  another,  when  ye 
meet  in  friphdahips  name, 

*'or the  fneaff  is  a  brother,  and  hi* 
heart  sljCnid  throb  the  same, 
Though  your  puth  iD  jife  lfiay  differ< 

sihce  the  hour  when  first  ye  met, 
XJaye  faith  in  one  another,  ye  may  need 
that  friendship  yet, 

Mtve  faith  in  one  another,  when  ye 
whjsper  loves  fond  vow; 

It  will  not  be  always  su owner,  or  be  al¬ 
ways  bright  as  now  ; 

And  when  winter  time  come#  o’er  ye, 
if  some  kindred  heart  ye  share. 
And  have  fai*&  %n  one  another,  ye  shall 
never  know  disp&ir. 

And  when  winter  dtne  Sic. 

Have  faith  in  one  another,  for  should 
doubt  alone  incline, 

It  would  make  the  wot  Id  a  desert,  where 
the  sun  would  never  shine ; 

We  have  all  some  transient  sorrow,  that 
o’ershadows  as  to  day, 

Bet  have  faith  in  one  another  and  it 
soon  6hall  pass  awey. 

Hava  faith  in  one  another,  and  let  hon¬ 
our  be  your  guide. 

And  let  truth  alone  bespoken  whatever 
may  betide ; 

The  false  may  reign  a  season,  and  oh ! 

doubt  not  but  it  will, 

But  have  faith  in  one  another  and  the  ] 
truth  shall  flourish  still.  j 

df  t  The  false  may  reign,  Sic.  j 

The  Boy’s  Grave .  i 
(Music  published  by  Jewell.)  j 

T  STOOD  by  a  grave  near  my  child-  j 
^  hood’s  dear  home,  5 

Where  in  bright  summer  days  I  had  j 
gloried  to  roam  ;  j 

Kow  I  saw  every  jpot  with  a  feeling  of  ; 
pain; 

for  |  knew  I  could  ne’er  be  so  happy 
^gain. 

If  cannot  recall  the  light  heart  that  I 
bote,  ! 

And  the  innocent  day-dreams  can  charm  ’ 
me  jo  more  ; 

There’s  a  chill  that  will  steal  on  the 
heart  of  the  brave, 

As  he  stands  a  lone  maa  on  the  brink 
of  a  grave.  ; 


IJ  *M  no  speaker,  sp  you’ll  see, 
from  the  f cores  of  melody, 
Something  apropos  I'll  borrow — 

Oh,  if  you  keep  up  this  glee, 

{  1  hope  that  you'll  agree  with  me, 
j  And^farry  here  till  to  morrow, 
i  I’ve  no  money,  but  you  see, 

Justerini  credits  me 
Tor  Claret,  Champagne,  Hock  or 
Sherry, 

;  No  heel  taps  then,  nor  skylights  leave, 

;  Nor  for  a  lack  of  liquor  grieve. 

But  drink  and  sing  and  be  merry. 

Kathleen  Mavaurneen, 

KATHLEEN  Mavourneen  the  grey 
dawn  is  breaking; 

The  horn  of  the  hunter  is  heard  on 
the  hill; 

Tho  lark  from  her  light  wing  the  bright 

dew  is  shaking - 

Kathleen  Mavourneen,  what,  slum- 
bi  riugr  still? 

Oh,  hast  thou  forgotten  how  soon  we 
must  sever? 

*  Oh,  ha*tth*>u  forgotten  this  day  we 
must  part? 

It  may  be  for  years,  and  it  may  be 
for  ever ,  J 

Oh,  why  art  thou  silent  thou  voice  of  > 
j  mv  heart  t  ; 

I  Kathleen  Mavourneen,  a  wake  from  thy 

j  slumbers* 

|  The  blue  mountains  glow  In 'the  sun1* 

1  golden  light! 

Ah  I  wheie  is  the  spell  that  once  hung 
on  thy  numbers! 

Arise  in  thy  beauty,  thon  star  of  my  ? 

5 

Mavourneen  Mavourneen,  my  sad  tears  \ 
are  falling,  J 

To  think  that  .from  Ejrin  and  thee  I  J 
must  part;'  v  ? 

It  may  be  for  years  A'  ifmayber^r  ovei  > 
Ihen  why  art  thou  silent,  tlioif  voice  of  ? 
my  heart?  $ 


1  bad  stood  in  ihe  battle,  my  heart  ne’er 
was  cold ,  \ 

Anc  the  thunders  of  war  often  made 
me  more  bold ; 

But  the  grave  of  the  young  who  had 
died  in  his  bed. 

Chilled  me  more  than  the  battle-stained 
shroud  of  the  dead. 

*J was  the  grave  of  a  friend,  who  had 
shared  every  joy 

Vfhen  my  soul  was  all  freshness— the 
soul  of  a  boy; 

Oh,  would  I  might  be  in  this  cold  bed 
»t  rest, 

all  my  sorrow#  and  joys  to 

^  h»l  bjnaij  1 


No  Loss  Like  Loss  of  lime. 
(Collins.) 

[  F  more  loss  in  life  than  gain, 

;!  Mad  brained  mortals  still  complain. 
;!  Spendthrifts  feel  the  loss  of  wealth, 

;  Hakes  the  loss  of  rosy  health  ; 

>  Sots  in  midnight  broils  in  strife, 

*  hose  the  balmy  sweets  of  life; 

And  when  life  has  lost  its  prime, 

;  Fools  deplore  the  loss  of  time. 

In  yon  corner  of  tby  room, 

Mark  the  lab’riug  spider'sloom; 
j  See  the  net  her  drudgery  spreads, 

;  Count  its  intervening  threads; 

Where  in  ambush  lurks  the  spy. 

To  imrnesh  the  vagrant  fly  ; 

And,  from  her, compute  what^crim 
Can  outway  the  loss  of  time, 

Then  behold  the  pismire's  toil. 

Tugging,  drudging  o’er  the  soil. 

Grain  by  grain,  the  fruits  of  earth, 
’Gainst  the  hungry  winter’s  dearth, 
Ev’ry  load  she  lugs  to  shelf 
IIow  much  larger  than  herself, 

.And  teaching,  iaore  than  prose  or  rhyme  ; 
How  to  shun  the  loss  of  tune,  j 


?.  Who  hath  not  shed  the  s limit 
tear ?  ^ 

(Music  published  by  Cramer,  Addtieq, 
and  Beale.) 

hath  ttm  shed  the  silent  tear  ? 
Who  hath  not  h  it  his  bosom  swell 
With  grief  tost  cotifll  not  be  suppressed, 
When  came  the  parting  wo  rd  "  Fare* 
w<lL,#  • 

Who  ever  left  his  native  shore,  ^ 
In  far  And  stranger  lauds  to  dwell 

I  But  treasured  in  his  memory  still 

The  look  that  <poke  the  I&at  fur*we||» 

Who  hath  not  ahetl,  Ac. 

Joyful  the  captiWe  drop#  bis  chain;  V 
But  ete  he  quits  his  gloomy  oeli, 

The  only  voice  that  Cheer'd  him  thar. 

Shall  paio  him  with  lb  iad  farwvlU 
Tis  sorrow’s  note,  wherever  breathed. 
Ami  acx  like  »om.  magician’, V>el| , 
it  checks  the  smile  that  lain  would  play; 
And  withers  iji  the  deep  farewell. 

;!  *Uaa  word  we  dll  mast  breathe : 

5  ;!  L’kea  departed  spirit's  knell,. 

-  It  strike*  with  augui»h  on  thVheart, 

,  And  breaks  it  with  the  last  Farewell/ 

The  Last  Adieu* 

»  (Su°g  ky  Miss  Birch,  before  the  Queen.) 

>  FAREWELL  dearest,  fare  thee  well. 

\\  And  blessings  With  thee  go f 
1  May  sunshine  be  upon  thy  path. 

And  flowers  aroand  thee  grow : 

For  thou  wert  kind  when  all  the  World 
From  me  and  fortune  (ell; 

Fhy  smile  hath  soothed  this  troubled 
heart, 

*et,  dearest,  fare  thee  well !  * 

Farewell  dearest,  die 
Farewell,  dearest,  still  I  say, 

A ud  yet  I  know  not  why  I 
To  hear  the  magic  of  thy  voice. 

The  music  of  thy  sigh. 

Once  more  thy  hajni  is  clasp’d  In  mine* 
Once  more  1  fed  its  spell : 

Then  give  me  but  one  sunny  smile, 

(And,  dearest,  fate  thee  well. 

Farewell  dearest,  dec. 

Merrily,  fuddle  thy  Note. 

(S  GLEE.) 

JLTEKRir.T,  merrily  push  round  the 
A  glass, 

Aud  merrily  troll  the  glee ; 

For  be  who  wou’t  driuk  till  be  wink  U 
an  ass ; 

So,  neighbour,  I’ll  drink  to  thee. 

Merrily,  merrily  fuddle  thy  nose. 

Until  it  right  rosy  shall  be  ; 

For  a  jolly  red  nose  (I  speak  under  the 
rose) 

Is  a  sign  of  good  company. 

Love  and  Music* 

I  A  6ATGEU  ig?  '  — 

OOW  great  Is  the  pleasure,  hew 
A  sweet  the  delight, 

When  soft  love  laft  Music  toptfce 
unite! 


